72                                RECOLLECTIONS
BOOK an open-air speech at Cupar. By the way, said that ^J^ he was not of those who thought Caesar's style perfect or near it; thought it crabbed. I understand laid, but why crabbed? Much interested in what I told him of an old patriarch for whom I had opened a park in my burgh of Forfar. He was 94, shrewd and lively as ever. "Sensuality, Vanity, Avarice/' he said to me, "these are the three things that destroy a man." I never heard him say a word about another world, or the Creator of this: shrewd, generous, kindly, rationalistic. When I rejoined Miss G. and our host, I said, "Well, we've had a set-to once more." She said, "He likes talking to some other people, but somehow he never talks to anybody else exactly as he talks with you." Said Armitstead, "'Tis partly because he talks to you with absolute freedom,"
When I went to bid him farewell, he was quite extraordinarily cordial, and said how he would rejoice if I soon went to them again. "I look forward," he said, "to our continuance in sympathy and communion." Drove away at noon, after a visit which I am especially glad to have made. [It was my last sight of him, while he was still himself, and before a long spell of cruel pain had slowly dulled and quenched the light.]
Three hours' journey back to Kincraig. Read at leisure a long article on me in Contemporary. The sunshine, the hills and moors, the flash of the running waters, helped me to put the thing into a back place. It has some sense and some nonsense: it uses the ill-natured word for a defect, when the good-natured word would have done quite as well. I daresay I have done just the same thing myself a thousandme considerable damage atre a fatheiht at Ballachulish. . . .
